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inside the house of death. I discovered this, particularly as I
went in to identify the body of Charles Frohman.
A tip had come to me from one of the survivors that a few
bodies had just arrived at one of the morgues. One of them
looked like Frohman, the informant said. I lost no time inves-
tigating. There on the floor, stretched out among the other
bodies, lay the remains of the great New York producer.
Save a small bruise over one cheekbone the body appeared
quite normal. A serene expression was upon his face, in strange
comparison with the distorted countenances of others about
him.
There was little doubt in my mind about the identification,
yet confirmation was necessary. I was momentarily alone in
the morgue. It was inviting complications to touch a body
without a witness. To this end I stepped outside and asked the
constabulary guard if he would enter a moment to assist in
making certain Frohman's identity. The reply was an em-
phatic refusal.
"It's me duty to stand outside and here I stand!*' he said.
"I wouldn't go in that place for a hundred pounds and all
the devils in Ireland behind me!"
The situation was explained, but he was adamant. After
much persuasion he promised to look in from the outside as I
entered, threw back the flap of Frohman's coat, extracted
his cardcase from a pocket, and made certain that it was he.
After a look at the other bodies to be sure that Vanderbilt,
Hubbard, and other missing notables were not among them,
I hurried back to the post-office and sent the story that Froh-
man was among the dead.
Later, in company with Frank Elser of the Associated Press,
I received another tip that the body of Elbert Hubbard had
been brought in. "We investigated this together and found that
it was an Englishman who in death appeared to be the double